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KATHY/ LOOK WHAT'S 
HAPPENING TO ME/ THAT 
LEGEND WAS TRUE I RUN, 
,OR YOU'LL BECOME A 
CAT TOO/ 







■m 






the Hour Glass Waist Nipper 

ACCESSORY SENSATION OF THE NATION 



00 



3^2 

Featuring the Interchangeable 
Buckle. Here is a sensational value 
possible only because the manu- 
facturer ships directly to you. 
Three (3) Hour Glass waist nipper 
belts in 3 color combinations to 
match any colors you are wearing 
all for only $2. 

In all sizes. Just state your waist 
measure. Made of finest- elastic. 
These color combinations are ex- 
clusive—no other elastic waist 
nippers like these on the market. 



FASHION EXTRAS 

133 Greene Street, New York 12, N. 

Please send 3 HOUR GLASS WAI5T NIPPERS with 

changeable buckle and exclusive cc 

only 52. If not thrilled I may return them in ten days for 

full refund of purchase price. 



My waist r 

Please stole the ihre 




2nd Choice . . . I - . . 2 3 

□ Payment enclosed (FASHION EXTRAS pays poslage] 
Q Send C.O.D. (I'll pay postman plus charges) 



ADDRESS- 
CITY 



SEND NO MONEY 

Try lO Days A 

MAIL COUPON TODAY 1 



- WMM . Oro«». . 
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i. Second Clou ngitv ot Hit Pea CHRet <t M 



Swirling Mist of Doom 




Bill studied the bottle intentlt\ 
the mists within it swirled with 
almost lifelike precision, and 
weird shapes were formed. . . 



I -J DON'T LIKE 
THIS THING , 
JOHN 




DON'T MAKE ME LAU6H, MISTER f 
I'D NEVER SELL SUCH A GOOD 
MEAL TICKET.. .NEVER / 



John Courtney's decisionwas 
macs, and later that night he 
sneaked back to the carnival 
and into the sideshow tent. . , 



J HEY/ WHAT 




RCADING SLOWLY, JOHN 8EGM 
TO INTONE THE INSCRIPTION 
ETCHED UPON THE ANCIENT 
GLASS, AND. . . 



Then. . . as the words or the 

CHANT DIED AWAY. . . JOHN 
REACHED FORWARD AND PULLED 
THE CORK EASILY FROM THE 
NECK OF THE BOTTLE . . . 



The smoke poured fkom the 
bottle. ... shimmered. ..and 
slowly took form/ 




_ 



THE WOODS WERE SPOKEN . THE DEMON SUMMONED... AMD. 

car 



Then.as always, THE DEMON WAS ORDERED BACK 
INTO THE BOTTLE. .. BUT THIS TIME IT WAS DIFFERENT.. 




THUEUySSrfAe 



A STRANGE STORY OF MURDER AND REVENGE TOOK PLACE 
MANY YEARS AGO ON THE ISLAND OF CORSICA. ONE EVENING, 
A MERCHANT OF THE ISLAND WAS RETURNING HOME FROM 
THE MARKETPLACE WITH HIS DAY'S EARNINGS. ON THE ROAD 
AHEAD, A MASKED BANDIT LAY IN AMBUSH FOR HIM WITH 
A DRAWN DAGGER. AS THE VICTIM APPROACHED . 



t ; ^m^9 






The police found the boot of the slain a 
but no clues as to the murderer's identity, 
meanwhile. antonio ricci nursed a wound 
on his face . 




Days PASSED ANL 
THE SCAR ON 
ANTONIO'S FACE 
STILL THROBBED 
PAINFULLY. 
FINALLY THE 
BREAKING POINT 
CAME . . . 




The TORTUROUS WOUND HAD STOPPED AGONIZING THE KILLER AS SOON AS HE CONFESSED HIS BEASTLY 
CRIME. THE SCAR BEGAN TO HEAL AND FORM A 'v' ON HIS FACE. BUT ANTONIO'S RELIEF WAS MOMENTARY. HE 
WAS HANGED FOR HIS CRIME/ THE MURDERED MAN HAD SWORN A "VENDETTA" ON HIS ASSAILANT AND IT HAD 
BEEN ACCOMPLISHED. ANOTHER ASTOUNDING TALE IN THE ANNALS OF THE STRANGE AND SUPER NATURAL . 

JTHE EWl 








MY VAMPIRES WILL DESTROY YOUR 
OTHER PROPELLER AND SLAY YOU 
AND ALL YOUR PASSENGERS 
UNLESS YOU GLIDE DOWN TO A ONE 
ENGINE LANDING IN A FOREST 
CLEARING THAT I WILL POINT 
OUT TO YOU f 




BUT WHEN THE PASSENGERS 
SCRAMBLE OUTSIDE. 




When the deadly work of the vampire 

hordes is done. . . 



NOW THEN, ERIC BARNES. . .1 KNOW YOU HAVE 
A PORTABLE, HIGH-FIDELITY TAPE RECORDER 
AMONG YOUR EQUIPMENT IN THE PLANE/ YOU 
WILL GET THE RECORDER AND COME WITH ME.. 

OR YOUR WIFE WILL SUFFER THE 
FATE AS THE OTHERS / 





f I WILL EXPLAIN. I AN THE LAST OF MY FAMILY. , .AND I NEEDED 
I AN EXPERT RECORDING ENGINEER TO HELP ME LIVE ON AFTER 
] DEATH f THAT WAS WHY I GOT ON THE PLANE AT ROME AMD 
| SUMMONED MY VAMPIRE HORDES AT THE RIGHT MOMENT BY MEANS 
OF 8ATLIKE, HIGH -FREQUENCY SOUND EMANATIONS 



I AM THE ONLY LIVING. MORTAL VAMPIRE^ 
HERE/ ALL THESE OTHERS WERE ONCE 
MY VICTIMS.. AFTER SLAYING THEM, 
I TRANSFORMED THEM INTO ETERNAL 
VAMPIRES BY MEANS OF AN ANCIENT 
INCANTATION WHICH HAD BEEN HANDED 
DOWN FROM GENERATION T 

I THE PRAMEVI FAMILY 





III 



When the inspector left . . 

/we're not going down into 
■j that hellhole numbe 
[nineteen/ it isn't safe/ 



m 



THERE YOU ARE / A CLEAN BILL 

OF HEALTH / B 

IFYOUOON'T 
VftNT TO WORK 
I'LL GET 
ANOTHER 



A FEW DAYS LATER, SEVERAL 
HUNDRED FEET BELOW THE 
SURFACE. 

•the GAS GETS 

^THICKER EVERY HOUR/ HOW LONSl 

UK WE GONNA 

/WORK THIS ■*&* WHEN WE 1 



Without warning, we timbers 

BEGAN TO 60. . . 




S/REHS SLASTED THE AIR WfkT CHANCE THEY "X WHILE RESCUE SQUADS CHOPPED THEIR WAY 

aon\re fuc bit b. ff UA\ie nc ktthia nn-r rwii'0U rue CAI r e-u ntraorc u/c/on Ei^noec 



ABOVE THE PIT 





Wesleyn's eyes bulsediwith creed as they fixed dn the 

tMMtiOUS ALTER. . 





jSs the flames reached their 
greatest height, the cavern 
srew bright as day. wesleyn 
no longer was hidden. . . 



THEY'RE INHUMAN / THE BULLETS J 
HAVE NO EFFECT ON THEM / 
I'M TRAPPED/ TRAPPED BY 
THESE MAD FIRE -WORSHIPPINqJ 
BEASTS / 




OTETMEMtKe 



In 1636, A STRANGE CULT OF SNAKE- WORSHIPPERS WERE 
EXILED FROM THEIR HOMES IN INDIA AND FORCED INTO J 
LIFE OF CONCEALMENT IN THE DESOLATE MOUNTAINS OF 
INDIA. SOON AFTER, THEIR EXISTENCE WAS ALMOST FOR- 
GOTTEN BY THE CIVILIZED WORLD. ONE DAY, IN THE YEAR 
1927, TWO EXPLORERS CHANCED UPON THE TRIBE IN THE 
MIDST OF THEIR STRANGE RITES . 




THE HORRIBLE SIGHT FROZE THE FIRS1 MAN IN SHEER TERROR AS HIS FRIENDS UFt ■'■'AS BEING SNUFFED OUT 
BY A SUPERNATURAL FORCE WHEN THE AUTHORITIES WERE SUMMONED, THEY FOUND THE GOLDEN SNAKE RE- 
WOUND ON THE URN/ YET-THE DEAD MAN BORE THE UNMISTAKABLE MARKS OF A SNAKE ON HIS NECK/ THE URN 

WAS RETURNED TO THE TEMPLE OF THE SNAKE PEOPLE, THUS CLOSING THE FILE ON A BAFFLING AND 

MYSTERIOUS TALE OF THE SUPERNATURAL . - - ™E 

END 



THE PHAROAH'S DISCIPLES 



Oh this night the fear of the vast unknown first 
laid hold of Barilcy Sullivan and the sun had long 
set when he got off the boat at the small- Egyptian 
port. It had been a long trip, first by air and then 
later by tramp steamer, and finally by native boat> 
up the Nile. Now there was still the small trek by 
cart and camel to a native village- where he knew 
he could find quarters and which he could use as a 
base of operations for his expeditions into the sur- 
rounding desert. 

The National Museum of History seemed a mil- 
lion miles away, in another world on another planet. 
Here, there was just the vastness of the desert under 
the timeless stars. The land lay brooding and silent, 
the lone and level sands stretching, stretching; and 
its agelessncss and dark secrets shrouded everything 
with a pall of mystery. 

Somewhere under this layer of ancient living waj 
buried the secret of Hugh McConnelly 's disappear- 
ance, and Bartley Sullivan had vowed to discover it. 
He thought back to the conversation he had had 
with the director of the museum just ten short days 

When he had been somrnpned from his desk to 
the director's office at the National Museum of His- 
tory, he'd known what Director Ota wanted. He'd 
grabbed up a sheaf of papers on the McConnelly 
expedition and headed for the director's office. 

"What have you found out, Sullivan?" the direc- 
tor asked as soon as -Ban ley entered. "Got any Idea 
what happened to McConnelly?" 

"Nothing we don't already know," Bartley ad- 
mitted. 'McConnelly 's last report comes from an 
area deep inside Hgypt along the Nile River. He 
states thai he's found the approximate location of 
Pharoah Tukkelmen's lomb and that he'd start ex- 
cavation very shortly. Since then — not a word!" 

The director was silent a moment, and then he 
slammed his hand on the desk. "I never should have 
let you and McConnelly talk me into letting him go 
alone. Silliest idea I ever heard of! Either McCon- 
nelly was killed by hoslila natives — or else he found 
the Tomb and made off with the 'jewels it's tup- 
posed to contain!" 

Bartley tried to control bis anger at the injustice 
of the director's words. '"Sir," he said, "I've worked 
wiih McConnelly for five years. There's no question 
as to his honesty. Besides, we knew the only way 
the expedition could succeed was to send one man 
alone. 

"The villagers, along that part of the Nile would 
rise up in fury if a whole group of our archaeolo- 
gists started trampling around the Pharoah's sacred . 
burial ground. If anyone could have convinced the 



natives to help him, McConnelly vu that man ." 

Bartley paused a moment and then went on de- 
liberately. "I think it's our obligation to find out 
what happened to McConnelly. And again— it's a 
one-man job. I'd like to go." 

"No!" the director exploded. "I can't risk losing 
another valuable nun. That tomb is known to be a 
jinx!" 

"It's the only way," Bartley continued deter- 
minedly. "I won't let you stop me. I must find out, 
what happened to McConnelly — and if I locate 
Pharoah Tukkelmen's tomb, it will be the most sig- 
nificant find of the century! I don't believe in super- 
stitions!" 

"Since you feel that way," the director said slow- 
ly, "the responsibility is yours. Be ready to leave at 
once . . ." 

And so Bartley Sullivan had come here, and now 
the cart pulled up and stopped in front of a small 
dirty stucco house 'in the midst of the straggling 
desert village. 

"This i. hotel," the cart owner said in almost 
unintelligible tones. "You stay here." 

Later, alone in the small room he'd rented, Bart- 
ley unpacked his things. Lastly he pulled out the 
small volume he'd brought with him and settled 
down to reading it. 

It dealt specifically with the history of Pharoah 
Tukkelmen's ancient reign of Egypt and it spoke of 
his tremendous wealth. It described in detail his 
death and Burial in the marble tomb he'd had built 
during his lifetime. And it told how the Pharoahess 
committed suicide so she could be buried with him. 
As was the custom, they'd both been mummified, 
and their greatest treasures of stiver and jewels had 
been buried with them. 

And because it was known that greedy men 
through the ages would be tempted to search for 
this treasure, the tomb had been hidden, and the 
workmen killed. And then a special curse had been 
placed on the tomb by the Egyptian high priest. 

Bartley read the curse ha if -aloud, and despite his 
skepticism, he could not control the feeling of awe 
and something akin to fear that spread slowly along 
his veins. 

"The Pharoah is dlgrtat and dlfowerfml," he 
read. "He is matter of dl he surveys. Now be goes 
to his rest, and whosoever shall disturb thai test and 
enter bis portal, of death shall stay to serve him he 
death, throughout' dl eternity. Let mo man dire I* 
disturb the rest of the Pharoah lest be be cursed!" 

Suddenly Bartley flung the book from him and 
walked to the aperture that served as a window. 
The desert air blew in upon his face, and as be 



stared out into the darkness, it seemed to him that 
i in a strange, guttural whisper, the words kept 
echoing around the room — "Lei no man disturb //;e 
ml ft} the Pharo.il) lest be be cursed , . . itst he 
beeurad. . ." 

Suddenly Hartley Sullivan wished desperately 
that he had not come The book, he decided, had 
woven a strange spell around him so that he almost 
believed this nonsense. He iried lo shrug off his 
mood ^ as he prepared for bed, but all the same, 
he determined to finish his business quickly so that 
he could get away from (his land of shadowed 
mystery. 

He lost no time the next day making inquiry 
about McConnelly. But to whomever he s,poke.in 
the small village, the reaction was the same. The 
swarthy Egyptian face would become, closed and 
masklike, and with a noncommittal shrug, the vil- 
lager would answer, ""Not know him." 

Likewise it seemed impossible to hire men to 
go o"ut into the desert with him to search for the 
Pharoah's tomb. As soon as men heard his pur- 
pose, they would shake their heads. But finally, 
one evening as Bartley sat in his room determin- 
ing to start out' the next day by himself, he was 
startled by the appearance of a visitor, 

"Sahib," the .native said. "I hear you search for 
the tombof the great Pharoah. I will show you the 
way. I will show you where *o(her American go." 
Hartley's elation was so great that he made im- 
. mediate, arrangements to leave the next morning on 
an expedition with Nageb, as the fellow called' 
himself. And despite Bartley's fears that Nageb* 
would change his mind, early the next morning,' 
the native appeared, and together they hiked to the 
outskirts of the tattered village that skittered off 
into the desert. 

It was about noon when they paused to rest. And 
it was then that Nageb again mentioned McCon- 
nelly. "Other American fellow go in that direction." 
He waved 'his hand toward the west. "I watch him 
go off alone. He not return." 

At once Bartley sprang to his feet. "Then let's 
go that way," he demanded. "There should be some 
sign of him," • 

But Na|eb shook his head. "The Pharoah does 
not wish his rest disturbed," he said. "That is 
why other American never return." 

"That's utter nonsense," Bartley scoffed. "Come 
on, man. Make up your mind. Are you coming with 
me." 

Stubbornly Nageb remained seated, his hand 
making strange designs in the sand. "From here, 
sahib," he said, "you go on alone." 

"All right, then," Bartley said shortly. "I've had 
enough of this superstitious nonsense." He strode 
away, carrying the tools, in the direction Nageb had 
pointed, and when he looked back in a little while. 



the native was gone. 

Bartley Sullivan walked on and on in the desert, 
and it all looked the same. It was this way for an 
hour or so until he sat down tired and discouraged 
among the sand dunes. Then, suddenly, his .UIlii- 
tinrj was caught hy an area a short distance away 
that somehow looked different. It was Halter, less 
undulating, and it secmid as though someone had 
already been at work ihere,, parting (he concealing 
sand trom what might possibly lie beneath, 
j Something impelled him. to investigate, and 
drawing himself up, Bartley made his- way to the 
spot. He got out McConnelly's last report, and 
quickly making his calculations, he was sure he 
had found the site of the' tomb. 

"This is luck," he muttered to himself. "If I 
can be sure — then I can go home soon." 

He started digging, shifting the sand away, and 
the work went surprisingly fast. And then, three 
hours later, he found it — the door to the Pharoah 's 
tomb ! 

It was on the floor of the desert at his feet, very 
much like a cellar trap door. Bartley worked around 
it until he found the block that caused it to open. 
When he pressed, it yielded silently beneath his 
hand, and below in the dimness he could make out 
the vague shapes of pbjects and figures. He quickly 
let himself down -into the vault like chamber. 

As Bartley's eyes accustomed themselves to the 
gloom, he saw that at the forefront of the chamber, 
sitting upon thrones of gold- encrusted with pre- 
cious stones were the mummy-wrapped figures of 
the Pharoah and Pharoahess,. And on either side 
of them were heaped fabulous g:ms that glittered - 
in the shaft of sunlight that penetrated from above. 
But then,, Bartley Sullivan's eyes narrowed in 
puzzlement. Kneeling prostrate at the feet of the 
Pharoah was another mummy about whom there 
had been no mention in all his reading. And then 
Bartley perceived that the gauze wrapping this 
figure was not as yellowed with age, not as ancient 
as that of the Pharoah's. Curiosity impelled him to 
investigate. Carefully he picked up the loose end 
of gauze and unwrapped part of it that encased the 
face. And then his hand was frozen at its task as 
he gazed upon the features and staring eyes of 
Hugh McConnelly! 

Even as a cry of horror escaped his lips, he heard 
the sound, and as he gazed upward, helpless to stop 
it from happening, the'door to the Pharoah's tomb 
slid shut! 

Bartley backed away trying to escape as the 
figures on the throne stepped down and stalked 
toward him and a whisper filled the chamber, 
"Whosoever shall enter the Pharoah's domain, shall 
serve him in death through eternity!" And with 
that, the figures were upon him , . . 



The words poured from 
fraunce's lips with an 
urgency of fear . . . 

it-it*s the truth/ i-i 
discovered the secret 
of preserving eternal 
life and health through 
the red demon- flames/ 
i was traveling.and had 
grown old before 1 
could^eturn to the 
flame/ that's 
when you first saw me 
...i was an old man/. 



THEN -THEN IT'S TRUE/ 

A MAN CAN LIVE FOREVER 

.. .CAN REMAIN ETERNALLY 

ALIVE/ I'M GOING TO 

GET ME SOME OF THAT, 




Berson WAS HYPNOTIZED 
BYTHE THOUGHTOF WE 
ETERNITY WITHIN HIS 
GRASP, AND HE PUSHED 
FRAUNCE TO ONE SIDE. . . 



IT WAS TERRIFYING / 
INSTEAD OF FEELING 
THE POWER OF 
STRENGTH POURING , 
THROUGH HIM, BERSON 
FELT HIMSELF BEING 
TORN APART. ..FLYING 
THROUGH A NOTHING- 
NESS OF INTENSE 
PAIN, . . 



When we torture stopped and 
berson opened his eyes, he tried 
to scream. ..but no sound would 
come/ horror was all around 

HIM. 





YOU MUST GET FRAUNCE TO 
USE THE FLAME AGAIN.. .BUT 
WITHOUT THE RING/ IF YOU 
PROMISE THAT, WE WILL RETURN 
YOU TO THE WORLD OF HUMANS / 




Days passed, . .and fraunce made 
no move towards the flames 
again. then bersons twisted 
brain remembered . , 





Boson turns to L&m mates 

TO MS nOT, WHEN HORROR CAUGHT 
UP TO HIM 



NO/ NO/ I'M 
TRAPPED IN 
THE FLAMES^ 
TOO/ 




TWO. . .INSTEAD OF \jjg5 

ONE/ SETTER jHUiP* ^ 
. EXPECTED/ 7 LET ME ] 
&&*-—*, — a^-^f GO/ LET 1 
"-JgyXfc ft \ . ME G tf' v# 






^^#1fw 


PS&$F-' 


SagfW.^ 






PMW 


'we let you 
go once/ tk 
was enough* 


•^ 







7/flT fflf COULDN'T BE CONTROLLED, AND WHEN 
IT WASOVER.. . | : 




MIES, BILL/ MAYBE SHE DOES 
M DESERVE A PRESENT/ AND 
I MAYBE THE RRCSENT YO U'RE 
I GIVING HER MIGHT BE fTHEl 
IfTfWMU LIFE/ 



CHEW IMPROVED FORMULA 

CHEWING GUM 
REDUCE 



5 lbs. w«k wm 



Dr. Phillips 
Plan 



Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr. 
Phillips recommends — without starving — without missing 
a single meal! Here for you Now — a scientific way which 
guarantees you can lose as much weight as you wish — or 
you pay nothing! No Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or 
Laxatives. The Amazing thing is that it is so easy to follow 
— simple and safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and 
every week you lose pounds safely until you reach the 
weight that most becomes you. Now at last you have the $ 

doctors' new modern way to reduce — To acquire that 12 

dreamed about silhouette, an improved slimmer, excit- SUPPLY 

ing more graceful figure. Simply chew delicious im- ONLY 

proved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpidine Chewing Gum and 
follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This wholesome, tasty delicious 
Kelpidine Chewing Gum contains Hexitol, reduces appetite and 
is sugar free. Hexitol is a new discovery and contains no fat 
and no available carbohydrates. Enjoy chewing this delicious gum 
and reduce with Dr. PhilUps Plan. Try it for 12 days, then step on 
the scale. You'll hardly believe your eyes. Good for men too. 



Money-Back Guarantee! 10 Day Free Trial! 



Mail -he coupon new! Tail tha amazing Dr. Phillipi ELPIDINE CHEWING 
GUM REDUCING PLAN for 10 days at our axpanta. If *ftar 10 days your 
frisnds, your mirror and your scale do not tall you that you hava ioit waight 
and look slimmer you pay nothing. 



1 



H 



AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO., Dept.CH-882 3IS Market St., Newark, N. J. 

Just mail mi your namo and address, and $1.00 cash, ch 
of KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM (improvad Formula). 

NAME. „ „ 



ey-ord«r. You will receive a 12 day tupply 
Phillipi Reducing Plan poitaga prapaid. 



...ADDRESS..., 



STATE- 



...CITY... 



O Sand ma Special 24 day supply and FREE tZ day package for [2.00. 
with KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM and Dr. Phillips Reducing PUn, I t 
prica refund. 



undetttend that if I am not dalightad 
> raturn in 10 dayt for full purchase 



SENT ON APPROVAL — MAIL COUPON NOW! 



